You hunter of the fields ajar!

Ah, you mil know my loved one by Us hunter's arrows

truly,

Shoot on him shafts of quietness, that he may ever keep
A lonely laughter, and may kiss his hands to me in sleep.

Farewell, Vijaya, Nay, no word, no word;
I, priestess of this temple, offer up
Prayers for the land*

\Vijaya goes ^

O Brahma, guard in sleep
The merry lambs and the complacent kine,
The flies below the leaves, and the young mice
In the tree roots, and all the sacred flocks
Of red flamingoes; and my love, Vijaya;
And may no restless fay with fidget finger
Trouble his sleeping: give him dreams of me*

THE INDIAN UPON GOD
I PASSED along the water's edge below the humid trees,
My spirit rocked in evening light, the rushes round my
knees,
My spirit rocked in sleep and sighs; and saw the moor-
fowl pace
All dripping on a grassy slope, and saw them cease to
chase
Each other round in circles, and heard the eldest speak:
Who holds the world between His hill and made us strong or
weak
Is an undying moorfowl, and He lives- heyond the sky.
The rains are from His dripping wing, the moonbeams from
His eye.
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